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represented on Japanese fans and screens with its
snowy top rising out of a thick bank11 of mist. Its
outlines were so softened by the general haze as to
lend it a most mysterious aspect, as if scftne celestial
mount where dwelt gods and angels was momen-
tarily disclosed to my wondering gaze. It was quite
dark when I reached Yumoto at the foot of the hills,
and I could see nothing of the hill-road nor of
Miyanoshita as the car, which had come down for
me, whizzed me up the hill-side and put me down at
the famous Fujiya Hotel. Next morning, however,
when I took a day's excursion up a neighbouring
hill to see Fuji from near, I found Miyanoshita most
charmingly perched up a deep ravine between
thickly-wooded hills, down which rushed a roaring
torrent. It was a beautifully bright sunny morning
with not a trace of haze in the atmosphere and one
felt as one inhaled the pure mountain-air that it was
a joy merely to live and breathe. It was an hour's
steep climb to reach the hill-top, but on such a day
and in such an atmosphere it was no exertion to go
up that hill, and so I reached the top feeling prac-
tically as fresh and vigorous as when I fh?st com-
menced to climb it. There stood Fuji before me in
all its undimmed glory, with its outlines standing out
sharp and crisp against the clear blue of the distant
sky. It emerged from the widely-extending plains
in a most beautifully-rounded curve and then rose
for sheer twelve thousand feet in the shape of a
colossal cone with its outline so pure and faultless
that it looked as if it had been chiselled down in the
prehistoric age by the unerring strokes of a cyclo-